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Where that her tombe was arraied, The lasse yet he was mispaied. And netheles so as he durst, He curseth and saith all the worst Unto fortune, as to the blinde, Which can no siker weie finde, For she him neweth ever amonge And medleth sorwe with his songe. But sithe it may no better be, He thonketh god and forth goth he Sailende toward Tire ayeine. But sodeinly the winde and reine Began upon the see debate, So that he suffre mote algate
The lawe, which Neptune ordeineth, Wherof full oft time he pleigneth And held him wel the more esmaied Of that he hath to-fore assaied. So that for pure sonve and care, Of that he seeth this world so fare, The reste he leveth of his caban, That for the counseil of no man Ayein therin he nolde come, But hath beneth his place nome, Where he wepend allone lay, There as he sigh no light of day.
And thus to-fore the wind they drive Till longe and late they arrive With great distresse, as it was sene, Upon this towne of Mitelene, Which was a noble cite tho. And happneth thilke time so, The lordes both and the commune The highe festes of Neptune Upon the strond at the rivage, As it was custume and usage, Solempneliche they besigh.
Qualiter navis Appollini ven-tis agitata por-tum urbis Mitelene in die, quo festa Neptuni cele-brare consue-verunt, appli-cuit, sed ipse ore dolore Thaisis filie sue, quam mor-tuam reputa-bat,_in fundo navis obscuro - jacens lumens videre noluit